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once been so welcome. I judged that I had fallen too low
to be received by the beau-monde. I knew I was considered
a scapegrace, but I did not care. People despised me, but
I knew that I had done nothing despicable. The position
humiliated me, but so long as I did not expose myself to
slights, I did not feel myself degraded. I had not given up
all hopes of better fortune. I was still young, and the
volatile goddess smiles on youth. I earned enough by my
violin to keep me without asking help from any one. Happy
is the man who can manage to keep himself. I tried to stifle
my better nature, and threw myself heart and soul into the
pursuits and habits of my low companions. After the play I
would go with them to some cabaret, where we would re-
main till we were drunk, and then depart to finish the.
night in still lower resorts. We would amuse ourselves with
inventing and executing the wildest acts of bravado in
different quarters of the town.
In the month of April, the eldest son of the Cornaros
married one of the daughters of the house of Saint Pol,
and I was bidden to the wedding in my quality of musician.
The third day of the feast, as I was going home about an
hour before dawn, I saw a senator in his red robes going
down the stairs in front of me; as he stepped into his gonj
dola, he dropped a letter from his pocket; I hurried aftei
him to return it. Having thanked me, he asked rne where I
lived, telling me to get into his gondola and he would take
me home. We had hardly been seated a moment when he
asked me to shake his left arm, for he felt a strange numb-
ness in it. I worked it up and down vigorously, but he said,
in an indistinct voice, that the numbness was spreading up
his left side, and that he believed he was dying. I pulled
back the curtain, and saw by the lamp-light that his mouth
was drawn all awry. I knew that it was apoplexy. I called to
the gondoliers to stop, while I ran for a doctor. I found
one in a few minutes and hurried him away with me in his
dressing-gown. He, bled the senator, while I tore up my
shirt for bandages. This done, the gondoliers rowed in haste